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timed that it almost appeared as if it had been premeditated and
rehearsed beforehand.    As mentioned, the Aides-de-Camp had
the honoured place on either side of the coffin, and our number
included, besides some  Military and Volunteer officers like
myself, several of the greatest of the nobles who had served
their Queen in the Cabinet and at Court in many capacities
during her long reign.    We were all drawn up outside the
station, waiting to take position, when the incident with the
horses occurred.    They had probably got cold and tired wait-
ing, and could not be persuaded to start.    The bringing up of
the bluejackets was  a  most happy inspiration.    And what
could be more impressive or appropriate than the Queen of the
Seas borne to her last resting-place by her gallant sailors ?

The service in St George's Chapel was such as I can never
forget, though it is difficult to describe it or express always
one's feelings on such melancholy and solemn occasions.    After
the service the Aides-de-Camp and those invited to the cere-
mony, including the Ministers and all the most distinguished
of the great Queen's subjects, met in St George's Hall, where
refreshments were served.    On hearing my name called, I
turned round to see Lord Dufferin, whom I had known and
served in India.   I had not seen him for some years, and was
horrified at the change that his recent troubles had wrought on
this distinguished man.    It was a raw day, and Lord Dufferin,
who felt the cold severely, had got right inside one of the great
fireplaces in the Hall, and was trying to warm himself.    His
heavily-embroidered uniform hung about him as on a skeleton,
so thin had he grown.    It was a Collar-day, and he seemed
weighed down with the Collars of five Orders of Knighthood
which he wore.    His hair and moustache were in contrast to
his almost livid features.     But he was as considerate and
pleasant as ever.    He told me that my brother-in-law, Sir
Mortimer Durand, then Ambassador at Madrid, who was very
much attached   to   his former  master, had  come down to
Windsor with him, but had sent me word that he had gone
back to town, and that I was not to search for him or wait
for him.